But was right glad, If mercy make her bland,
That she turned not against him her array;
With her they made alliance, bond and band,
To keep the peace and let her ride and play.

The emperor of Rome, one Claudius
(His predecessor, Galien too, that man),
Had never courage to oppose her thus;
Nor was Egyptian nor Armenian,
Nor Syrian, nor yet Arabian
That dared against her in the field to fight,
For fear that at her hands they might be slain,
Or by her army put to sudden flight.

In kingly habit went her sons also,

As being heirs to their sire's kingdoms all,

Athenodorus and Thymalao

Their names were (or the Greeks did so them call).

But Fortune's honey is aye mixed with gall;

This mighty queen could no great while endure.

And Fortune from her high throne made her fall

To wretchedness and into ways obscure.

Aurelian, when Roman governance

Came to his two strong hands, made no delay,

But swore that on this queen he'd wreak vengeance*

And so with mighty legions took his way

Against Zenobia; let me briefly say

He made her flee; and at the last he sent

And fettered her and her two sons one day,

And won the land, and home to Rome he went.

Among the other booty Asian
Her chariot was, of gold and jewellery,
And this great Roman, this Aurelian,
He carried it away for men to see.
Before his car in triumph then walked she
With golden chains upon her neck hanging;
Crowned was she, too, to show her high degree,.
And full of priceless gems was her clothing.